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nations and individuals of the doctrine of tlie brotlier- 
hood of men. In view of tlie Master's doctrine wliat 
should be the course of both State and Chureli respect- 
ing those elements among us that are commonly called 
foreign — that from the crowded parts of the old world, 
and even from those parts where the remote East and 
the remote West become the same, come, for a longer 
or a shorter period, to our shores? Is the Negro our 
brother ? Is the Jew our brother ? Is the Irishman our 
brother? Is the French-Canadian our brother? Is the 
Chinaman our brother ? We should ask these questions 
not as the descendants of any one people on the face of 
the earth, but as men, and, above all, as Christians. And 
unless we wish to give point to the charge that the 
Christianity of men is a thing too corrupt to be con- 
sidered the Christianity of the Bible, we must give such 
answer to these questions as Jesus would give, and see 
to it that our common conversation, our social customs, 
and our political platforms accord with that answer. — 
The Morning Star. 



FOR THE BOYS AND GIRLS. 



"AFTERWARDS." 

FROM FRENCH LEAFLETS OP POTONIE-PIERRE. 
I. 

In 1878, when returning from a trip in the North, I 
passed through Franckfort ; instead of returning directly 
to Paris, I resolved to see again Wiesbaden, Coblentz, 
Bonn, Cologne, whence I could take an express train 
which would bring me home in twelve hours. So I di- 
rected my course toward the Taunus station, proposing 
to breakfast at Wiesbaden. 

I devoted my afternoon to a visit to the aged Giinther, 
whom as a beardless young man I had known when I was 
learning German in the former capital of Nassau. In- 
stead of getting into the train again, calling up the re- 
membrances of former years when I went swimming in 
the Rhine, I chose to go on foot to Biebrich. Perhaps 
the poor old man was dead ; no matter ; I would learn 
what had become of him. 

All along the road the reminiscences of my sixteenth 
year danced before me like a cloud of phantoms ; I re- 
called the gardener, jolly good man that he was, who re- 
ceived me then with open arms, and I felt myself op- 
pressed, like one whose home was on the banks of the 
great river, at the thought that the Duchy had lost its 
independence, swallowed up by invading Prussia. 

Having arrived at the park of Biebrich, 1 asked for the 
head gardener ; a man of forty years old appeared and 
told me that for a long time father Giinther had lived in 
Wiesbaden. "He will not last long, poor old man," I 
was told. " He must have had a constitution of iron to 
hold out to the present time." 

I went to the station, and the first train brought me in 
a twinkling back to Wiesbaden. 

I found the aged Giinther buried in a big arm-chair 
near the open window. He did not recognize me. It 
was impossible that he should do so, as so many ,'^cais 
had passed. I had been informed that he had a sort of 
monomania which brought him back continually to the 



same thought, leaving him onlj' just enough lucidity to 
speak always of the same subject. 

" Oh," said he feebly when he had heard my name, 
" how I have suffered, how I have suffered since the 
time when you came to see me at Biebrich. She was not 
then born, and she is now gone, poor girl. She was all 
that I had left, sir," said the old man, grasping my two 
hands, bringing his face near my own, and looking with 
moist eyes directly into mine ; well, it was your French 
bullets that killed her, by their indirect effect, without 
touching her. 

" She loved him so much, you see ; oh, tell me that all 
does not end here on the earth ; I wish — I must find her 
again, my Malchen, my little darling, my former joy, my 
everything, everything. 

"Oh, happily, it will not be long, not long, — " and 
the poor old man exhausted, breathing heavily, almost 
without consciousness, threw back his white and wrinkled 
head upon the pillow placed behind him on the back of 
the arm-chair. 

The woman who took care of him approached, had him 
breathe some salts, and opening his toothless mouth had 
him swallow a spoonful of cordial. 

"I should be very sorry," I said, " if my visit should 
do him harm." 

" Oh no, sir," answered the woman, " these fainting 
spells come upon him for any trifle, or rather for no 
reason ; always when he awakens from his torpor he has 
such spells." 

I had scarcely got back to Paris when I learned of the 
old man's death. He is very happy now, I cannot help 
thinking. 

II. 

Seven years before my visit to the aged Giinther, one 
winter evening, the grandfather and his granddaughter, 
sad and overwhelmed by the news of the war, were look- 
ing silently at the snow which was seen falling outside of 
the window panes. 

" How cold it must be," ejaculated the young girl with 
u sigh. 

"Oh yes," said the old man, "very, very cold;" and 
Giinther shivered. 

"Father, you are concealing something from me; is 
Fritz wounded? Somebody has written so to you, sure, 
and you have told me nothing of it." 

" My dear daughter, be calm, — " and Giiuther ap- 
proached the child, seeing her already growing pale and 
tottering. 

"You answer me nothing? Oh! my God, is he then 
dead? " Then, her grandfather saying nothing, she went 
on : " Dead, dead, all is over, you cannot lie, he is dead, 
I see, oh God, oh God ! " 

Malchen put her head into her hands, and pressed her 
temples. " I am going wild," she exclaimed with an un- 
earthly cry. 

Her grandfather took her in his arms, carried her to 
the table, and with his handkerchief, upon which he 
poured some water, he bathed her forehead and her tem- 
ples, saying to her anxiously : " Weep, weep, just weep." 
Alas! the child kept her eyes dry. Her fixed look 
seemed to hurl out lightning-flashes of revolt. " Killed, 
killed," she finally hissed out with strangling of the throat, 
" wait, I'm coming." 
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" And what will become of me ? " said the old man sob- 
bing. 

Then, Malchen looked at the poor man, and taking his 
head and pressing it against her, " My dear, dear, good 
father," she murmured, finally feeling tears of relief drop- 
ping from her eyes on the good man's forehead. 

Malchen was a brave girl, made for deeds of love. 
Though hopeless, she tried to live for her grandfather. 
Nevertheless, her heart once failed. Taken with an in- 
ternal fever, her will being dethroned, she escaped from 
her room, ran to the Rhine and was on the point of jump- 
ing in, when two arms seized her and carried her back to 
her room. Her grandfather had followed her. Then, 
after an attack of nervousness and of delirium, during 
which she was cared tor by the old man, she fell into a 
languid state which soon ended her life. 

On her death-bed, during the last hours, she often said 
to Giinther with a sad smile, but calm now and resigned ; 
"You see, papa, that, that is war! Fritss and I are 
going first, you will soon come and join us. This is the 
way it is with victorious peoples. King William has be- 
come emperor ; but it takes much blood and many tears 
to buy a crown. How many widows, wives, daughters, 
how many betrothed like myself curse glory. What matters 
it ; I am going to quit this earthly hell. It seems to me that 
in the beyond I shall find again my Fritz. You shall see 
how happy we are when you come by and by." The 
child had a slight shudder. 

" Ah ! no," said she reassured, " the Emperor will not 
come there, it is not possible." 

Oh, ye wise inventors, who perfect every day the instru- 
ments of destruction, of what use a ball which will pierce 
several bodies at once, because of the force with which 
it is propelled ! You see indeed already that with a 
single shot three persons can be killed and that very little 
metal is needed to transform the happiness of three 
beings i to an irreparable woe. 

Confess it, ye who read this, men and women, that 
equality exists after all, since people may suffer as much 
from a victory as from a defeat. 



EVENTS OF THE MONTH. 



A bill to give municipal suffrage to women was defeated 
in the Massachusetts Legislature on the 21st of February 
by a vote of 97 to 88. 

The climax of the severe winter was reached on the 
20th, when, after a few days of warmer weather and just 
as the streets were quite free from melting snow, down 
came another storm. This was the heaviest of the winter 
and quite recalled the blizzard of 1888, from which the 
Eastern coast suffered so severely. Still greater surprise 
was felt when preceded by one of the brightest, clearest 
evenings of the season, the morning of the 22d disclosed 
a still heavier fall of snow which continued through the 
day with rain and wind. 

There has been much destruction of property and some 



loss of life along the coast. Old sailors say that the 
storms have been the heaviest for twenty years. 

The trains on all the roads have been delayed, and 
street railway traffic has been entirely stopped in places. 

The long distance telephone line between Boston and 
Chicago was formally opened by Governor Eussell at 
four o'clock on Feb. 7. The other end of the wire was 
doubtless " opened " by some Chicagoan whose name we 
haven't. When the Governor rang up Chicago and said 
"Hello "the two cornets on the chandelier overhead, 
having been arranged for the occasion, began to play 
" Hail to the Chief" so perfectly that it was difficult to 
believe that the cause of the music was a thousand miles 
away. Conversation followed between Governor Russell 
and the Chicago representative, and the test was consid- 
ered in every way satisfactory. The wonders of the tele- 
phone and its beneficent agency have only just begun to 
be known. 

Mr. Cleveland has made a wise departure from custom 
and announced his cabinet in advance. Following are 
the names : Walter Q. Gresham of Illinois, Secretary of 
State ; John G. Carlisle of Kentucky, Secretary of the 
Treasury ; Hoke Smith of Georgia, Secretary of the 
Interior ; Wilson S. Bissell of New York, Post-master 
General ; Daniel S. Lamont of New York, Secretary of 
War ; Hilary A. Herbert of Alabama, Secretary of the 
Navy ; Richard Olney of Massachusetts, Attorney-Gen- 
eral ; J. Sterling Morton of Nebraska, Secretary of Agri- 
culture. 

To fill the vacancy on the Supreme Bench caused by 
the death of Justice Lamar, President Harrison on the 2d 
of February nominated Circuit Judge Howell E. Jackson of 
Nashville. This was done at the recommendation of the 
Republican members of the Supreme Court. This nomi- 
nation was unanimously confirmed by the Senate on the 
18th of February. 

Lady Henrj' Somerset, in the Boston Journal of Feb. 
27th, gives a graphic account of the way in which Miss 
Frances E. Willard has been received in England, 
especially at the great meeting at Exeter Hall. The 
temperance movement has taken a powerful hold on the 
English people, and this enthusiastic reception accorded 
to Miss Willard, unsurpassed in the annals of such recep- 
tions, is a worthy tribute to the foremost leader of the 
great reform. 

The French Academy of Science recently bestowed its 
Gold Medal on M. Pasteur, on the occasion of his seven- 
tieth birthday. No name stands higher than his in the 
history of medical science. He has clearly demonstrated 
the germ theory of contagious disease and believes it 
" within the power of man to make communicable diseases 
disappear from the face of the earth." His brilliant suc- 
cess in treating hydrophobia is known everywhere. 



